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plainants dragged him before  the  Shereef of Mecca
himself.   Frowningly the latter heard the story.

"Did you cut the sack?" he asked.

"I did/' answered the man.

"Did you close up the hole again?" came a further
question.

"No, I did not/'

Forthwith the Shereef ordered that the hand which
had caused grain to be wasted should be hacked off.

A Cape Town Malay friend of mine, who casually
picked up a parcel which had been dropped in the road-
way, placed it on the low parapet ledge of a house. He
only walked a few steps before he found himself the
centre of a disturbance. All the merchants and house-
holders round about ran after the pilgrim and yelled
that he should put back the package where he found
it.

As I left the court the Wali said to me: "I think
that the Shereef will want to see you in order to set his
own doubts at rest/'

"Good/' I answered, "when should I go to his
Palace?"

"He is at Taif just now," replied the Governor, "but
we have a telegraph line running there and I will find
out/7

Somebody went to the Post Office and very soon I
heard that the ruler would be back withip. a few
days.

Outside the Government buildings well-wishers
thronged around, each one anxious to embrace me. The